1874

Wednesday, 14. January

To-night my Father told me his reminiscences of my grandfather,
old Squire Coleman. 'He was a man of middle height,' he said,
'thin and spare. His hair was grizzled when I knew him. He had a
good profile and a fine nose, hut his face was the colour of a kite's
foot, yellow and unwholesome looking, and his address was rendered
unpleasant by a set unmeaning smile. He always said "Sir" to every-
one. He dressed in a remarkable way, and looked like a clergyman
of the old school in a very large white neckcloth, black coat, white
cord breeches, grey gaiters and shoes. He rode a black horse and
stooped a good deal over its neck/ (I have heard Edward Little of
Lanhill say that my grandfather had the saddle put very far back on
the horse and then sat very far back in the saddle.) *I used to go over
to Langley occasionally to see your grandfather. Your Aunt Sarah
used to ask me to come over and talk to him. One Sunday evening
I was sitting with them and Sarah quietly pushed a book towards me.
It was a book of sermons. "Shall I read to you?" I asked, opening
the book. "If you please, Sir," said the old gentleman with a low
and sudden bow and his peculiar set smile. He listened to me but
made no remark/

He was a good and easy landlord, and an upright honourable man
in all his dealings. He was a regular attendant at his parish Church,
Kington St. Michael's, and he was so punctual that the village folks
at Kington used to set their clocks by the Squire.

Tuesday, 20 January

Visited John and Hannah Hatherell. Hannah was telling me
about an execution. Two young men of Brernhill named Powney
saw the mother of the murderer striding across the fields to be in
time to see her son hung.

Friday, 30 January

Drove my Mother to Chippenham. A Radical Candidate has
taken us all by surprise. Handel Cossham was nominated this morn-
ing. Before daylight the town had broken out with a bad eruption
of poisonous yellow bills. We thought Goldney was going to walk
over the course without opposition.
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